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‘Cham ottice, Room 117, Heames Hal. 

‘Avaton will only publish submixsora 
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Astwork and photographs submit 
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pieces in order lo make the mat 
‘within Avalon's pages. Lierary mc- 
fetal submitted must be in a legible 
format (typewritien is pieterred) 

Enorridden Merature submissions 
macy be retumed to the author for cof 
rection prior fo publiostion. Avaion 
makes it tis policy 10 comect typo- 
groptical and grammatical eros: 
within Wezature submissons 
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Ucation rights to work ap- 
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Ramble On 


this semester! It's a big 20 pages with lots of good 
stuff in it. What kind of stuff?’ MUSIC REVIEWS, 
(looks good in all capitals, doesn’t it?) book reviews, art, 


as hree cheers and a Lion for the first edition of Avalon 


and literature. 


We added music reviews to this publication because 
of a brilliant bit of inspiration on the part of one of our 
staff members (namely, Steve Moore). That idea was “Hey, 
music is art, too.” Gee, | never really thought of music 
in that sense. To me, music was what | played on various 


devices for about 20 hours a day. 


But greater heads prevailed, and | eventually saw the 
light. Music, in any style, is an art form, and should be 
given the proper respect it deserves. In my humble opi- 
nion, that respect can be shown by devoting some of the 
space of this publication to critical reviews of all styles 
‘of music. From rock to dance, to jazz, to rhythm and 


blues, music will be appearing in these pages. 


To make this magazine more palatable to a college au- 
dience, we have an entire page devoted to dance music. 
Our contributing editor, Chris Clark, is a dance club 
maniac, and anytime he can get away from the paper, 
he hits the dance club scene in Kansas City. So it makes 
good sense to have a man this devoted to a musical style 
P.M." which stands: 





as editor, and main contributor, o1 
for “Beats Per Minute!” 


Now just a minute before you say “‘Ford’s gone off the 
deep end this time/” there's just one thing to be said. That 
is, this fine publication is still devoted to literature and 
art, as well as music and photography and...hey, name 


it, and we just might have it 


Did you happen to notice the cover of this magazine, 


perchance? No? Well, look at it 


The Wordster 


—What are words for 
When no one listens anymore— Missing Persons 


e all listen to words but we don't always 
hear what is said. While some words 
are paid much undue attention, other words 


go unheard 


While those who speak out are sometimes ridiculed for 
taking advantage of their particular position in order to 
be heard, others may speak of what should be done in 
a given situation, not willing to take the action required 


to follow through on their talk 


Men and women have undoubtedly been killed (or their 
lives have been endangered) because of their words, 
words which may have led to action or words intended 


to simply activate a sense of consciousness. 


Action is stronger than words. 


's Abraham Lincoln remembered for action taken 
leading’ to freedom for humans enslaved by” fellow 
humans, or is he more (or equally) remembered for words 


spoken by him in the Gettysburg Address?) = 


1s Martin Luther King Jr. remembered for his civil rights = 


Peoples, or is 
more (or equally) remembered for the words Say 


stance and marches for freedom of all 


himinithe “I have a dream’ speech? 
When John Lennon is remembered, 





isher 
for the act of being an outspoken person of ae 


Did you look at it? Who is that? The Lone a 


it's “Mr. Sonic” himself, Frankie Avalon. Mark Arce 
of our staff photographers, thought this vol 
interesting play on words, and he just happened 
gotten some shots of Mr. Avalon while he was} 
so... here ‘tis. 7 

Mark A. is also a big fan of aviation, so he, af 
ed Chuck, and | recently took a cruise to Chan 
to see an airshow. However, the biggest attract 
awesome MONSTER TRUCK, which ran cae 
resulting photos of this spectacle appear on pa 
W P 

Take a peek at our back cover, and you'll/seez 
cellent pencil work by Hsiao-Hui Lin. Thisisj 
example of Avalon's committment to the ans. 

If you've read this far, you are probably saying 
about poems? Do you still have poetry?” Oh 
styles of it, rhyming, nonrhyming, tanka)|haik 
something really different— concrete. Concrete 
something you walk on? Yes, but it’s also poet 
it’s unique: 3 

Another unique work is Charles Stephens 
Spirit/’ which is loose verse in the form of aston. 
check out Kenneth Henson's “The Grand/0M) 





















a blast putting it together for you 


Peace. Ee we 2 


Cover photo By 
Mark ancell 


Graphics By 
the ‘avalon’ staff 


generation— for the act of a “love-in for peact a 
more (or equally) remembered for actually spe 
with the words to his songs such as Give Peacea 
Imagine, and Woman is the Nigger of the Wo 

In'some instances, action is actually weaker! 
The action taken against these three public p 
othenwise private citizens— lack the action 
killers they would have faded with obscutit 
tions were weak to say the least. The conseq 
theit actions, however, were strong. Fy 


A picture is worth 1000 word 


Could nota sunset be described in notas 
A picture (photograph) may record a part 
@ particular time. Words used in descti 
however, could be related to any sunset onal 
al any imaginable location. 

One thousand words are worth at least fiveP 
Just writing the words would. take up as mu 





Pretty words don’t mean much anymore 


Words alone mean nothing. The meaning, 
ed through whatever significance a person sve 
‘Wordsspoken or words read, we may hear om) 
Want to hear, or.we may read something undl™ 


solutely nothing: y 

















ive minutes...” came the voice over the 

intercom, “until destruction of the 

city of Los Fuegos...” The voice was 
uncaring. So far since the decree by the 
ed Nations, seventy-six cities— men, women, 
(children— had been destroyed to make room 
@ new masses which were arriving daily. 
an Reynolds say quietly at his window. Far 
Win the streets people were fighting, curs- 
fand praying. Hundreds had lost their lives 
ing smashed against the unyielding city wall. 
prayed for lost souls, suffering souls, and 
lesouls of those yet to be born. Many of the 
Ne blamed the priests for what was happen- 
0 the city. 
Wiy has God not stopped the slaughter?” 
fe would ask. 
Where is the Savior now?” shouted others. The 
did their best to explain that if a person 
Javed then he would be going to a far better 
Yery soon, 
door to Logan's apartment swung open. 
ling at the door was Father Ricco Mullin 
fer Mullin had been the priest who sprinkled 
Precious drops of water onto the head of 
inReynolds. Logan turned his head towards 
trance. A grim look was instilled on Father 
in's fa 






father...2" Logan started to ask the priest 
he wanted, but the Father raised his hand 
ace him. 5 
We been checking my flock,’ he 
pometimes my sheep graze in foreign 
es. I'want to make sure they are still alive 
iealthy, 
fie Father, I...” Logan started but was 








¢ announcement of four minutes until 
struction of Los Fuego. 
loneed to explain my son,” said the priest in 
ried tone. “I just want to know if I will sce 
er on this afternoon.” 
ibe there Father— with bells on.” 
thet Mullin smiled as he rushed out the door 
id the others in his flock 
pan!” cried a voice 








ogan|” 
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The Walls 











“Yes Jeramiah, I am here!” Logan's younger 
brother appeared in the doorway. He was eigh- 
teen, young, and strong, full of life— such a 
waste, 

“Logan...” he started, but paused as his brother 
got up from his chair. “I wanted to tell you that 
even though we haven't always gotten along that 
I...well...1 love you.” 

love you too Jeramiah.” replied Logan 

“You do!” shouted Jeramiah with joy. “Then 
alllis forgiven?” 

“All is forgiven.” answered Logan. The inter- 
com crackled and announced three minutes un- 
til the destruction of the city. 





I'm sorry Father, I...” 
Logan started but was cut 
off by the announcement of 
four minutes until the 
destruction of Los Fuego. 


“I must go back to my wife.” said Jeramiah 

“Comfort her my brother!’” Logan sholited ‘as 
his brother ran out the door. 

“L will! was the answer. 
three minutes!” thought Logan as he returned 
to his chair and the window. 

The people in the streets were worse than eyer. 
Several priests were now hanging from the lamp- 
posts. Shouts of hate rose through the air like an 
evil spirit rising to’ meet its destructor. 

“Logan!” cried a voice from below. “Logan it 
is I— Peter!” 

Logan leaned out the window. He saw the up- 
per portion of his best friend sticking out of his 
window one story below 

“Peter,” said Logan, “How is your family do- 








he little ones do not understand; but my 
wife— she can't stop crying. Such a terrible thing 


Have Ears 


short fiction by Bryan Brown 


Five Minutes Till 
Destruction 


short fiction by Daniel Spain 





to end the lives of three souls before they get a 
chance to taste the world” 

“I know Peter,” Logan replied, “My brother's 
wife is pregnant. That soul will never breath 
air—it is a crime— it is murder!” 

Yes, my friend...” started Peter, but he was cut 
off by the sound of the intercom announcing two 
minutes until the destruction of Los Fuego. 

“Take care of them Peter!” cried Logan, “and 
give them my love!’ 

“Yes, I will my friend!” shouted Peter as he 
disappeared back through the window 

Logan sat back in his chair. The thought of 
spending the last two minutes of his life frightened 
him. At twenty-eight, he had been living on his 
own for a decade It wasn't a decade of solitude. 
He had friends, Peter and several others. THe peo- 
ple in his church welcomed him whenever he at- 
tended. He was happy, content with the world 
In the last few minutes he had made peace with 
his brother, and himself almost. There was just 
one thing that still bothered him— one person— 
Robin Miranda 

“One minute until the destruction,” announc- 
ed the intercom, “of the city of Los Fuego. 

“Logan,” a voice came from behind him 
“Yes? He turned around! He then saw the 
figure of the only woman he ever thought about 
living the rest of his life with. Now it looked like 
he would. 

“Thad to come,” she said. 

“I'm glad you did!” he said. 

They hugged, they kissed, and they held 
other for forty seconds, 








h 


“10. came the cold intercom voice, 
Sekt her bake” 
“I love you,” were Robin's last words. 





were Logan's 
*\were the last words of the peo: 





*We hiate you 
ple in the streets 

2.1." went the voice“and in a slightly sad 
tone”God bless you, goodbye’ 


Los Fuego— City of Fire 





he morning light shined on the in- 
if conceivable house. It was once the 

stir of the neighborhood, but now 
its past has faded and grown out of touch 
with the times: It had a colorful past 
which would live on in the memories of 
many people that had inhabited its walls. 
If only the walls could talk; but little do 
we know, they do. 


Please turn to 
page 4 


The Walls Have Ears 


continued from page 3 


| ventured into the old abandoned shelter 
on a stormy night that brought a sudden 
downpour that drenched.me. | ran to the 
nearest building in search of a dry place to 
Stay for the time being. The rain continued 
to saturate the outside world (and a little of 
the inside house, too). | sat in the middle of 
aroom which had many pictures adorning the 
walls. | found a few matches in my pocket and 
looked for some paper, or wood, or anything 
that was flammable. | scurried around on the 
floor where | found a stack of old newspapers. 
[lit one in hopes of being able to survey my 
unfamiliar surroundings. As the one 
newspaper slowly burned, | heard a distant 
moaning like the painful howling of an injured 
animal. | rushed around grabbing everything 
middle of the room and threw amatch among 
the numerous papers. As the outside world 
soaked up the rain thirstily, | sat on an aged 
davenport which showed plenty of wear. The 
interior of the room, which seemed to be a 
living room, was apparently worn with time. 
As | watched the burning papers, the ceiling 
seemingly opened up and attempted to 
deprive me of my warmth and light. When the 
fire was extinguished, | journeyed to the front 
porch and ripped a rotted board from the 
house's entrance. 

As the board finally gave way, | heard a 
muf-fled scream. | returned to the remnants 
of the fire. | flung the ashes across the room 
in hopes of finding a piece of paper to ignite 
the decayed lumber. At the bottom of the 
stack | found an ancient paper. | set the paper 
ablaze in a feeble attempt to create a torch 
Eventually the plank caught on fire. | 
journeyed through the once-active dwelling. 
The pictures coincided with the atmosphere. 
The world seemed different as | treaded down 
the hallway. The storm seemed to end, but | 
still could hear the rain. | walked down the 
corridor and at the end was a long, spiral 
Staircase that circled up to the second floor. 

| returned to my original starting point 
where | observed the paintings and pictures 
that lined the interior walls. | noticed a small 
bottle that was filled with some type of liquid. 
When | opened the bottle, the horrid smell of 
aged alcohol w&fted into my nostrils and 
made my eyes water temporarily. As | turned 
the light towards the barren floor, I-noticed 
that on the wall above the bottles original 
resting place was a very provocative painting 
of alady scantily garbed, much like the pain- 
tings that hung over the bars in days gone by. 
| glanced to the left where | found a small bar 
which beckoned me forth. As | approached 
it, the atmosphere changed. As | glanced 
around, | saw a stage behind me, where hung 
a large curtain. Then a man came into the 
room and asked if | had seen any cattle 
rustlers around. | stared at his strange 
clothing and thought “what an imagination 
| have," then answered no to the man dress- 
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ed in cowboy wear. Another man approach- 
ed the cowhand and pulled a gun on him. As 
he turned to faced his opposition, a shot rang 
out and echoed in hallways filled with other 
cowboys wearing chaps, spurs, and cowboy 
hats. As my inquisitor lay on the floor, | felt 
such tremendous hatred for the executor | 
pulled out a gun and shot him point blank. 
I strolled over to the bar and picked up a bot- 
tle which rested on the counter and threw it 
across the room. The bottle shattered on the 
floor across from the small pile of ashes that 
had originally occuppied the floor. 

As | stared at the bottle, | noticed distant 
laughter in the hallway. Outside a cloud burst 
and the thunder rolled as | trampled toward 


deep despair. He turned to herany 
a gun from the waist of his tom 
laughed and rested his finger on| 
“How in the world could he event 
killing this loving woman?” I thoy 
apparent how much she cared fay 
ly old coot. He muttered he was 
her father’s money one way ora 
this way seemed easiest. Iran up 
with as much speed as | could mu 
ed at the man’s feet and he fell| 
over me. The lovely lady let outah 
squeal as she watched her husbay 
certain doom. She ran to obsene 
departed mate, but as she reach: 
lay, the lamps became invisible. 





A heavy hood covered the man's face, and in Son 
of him lay two stacks of paper. A rough, strenuou 
voice found its way into my hearing range, 


the laughter. | stumbled upon a small child's 
toy laying in the hall. As | fell, the colors blur- 
red and became a putrid olive color, and a 
boy's voice could be heard. | ran to see what 
was the matter. | opened a door which was 
slightly ajar on my right. There, to my surprise, 
knelt a young boy in knickers begging to an 
Outrageously huge man to forgive him, | stood 
there, mute with shock, as the man stepped 
to the wall and removed a bullwhip which 
hung there. As he attempted to hit the child, 
| couldn't control my urges any longer, so | 
grabbed the whip that was held firmly in the 
man’s hand. He turned to me and said the boy 
was his son and | shouldn't get involved with 
his business. He turned to his son and swore 
that the next time the boy left his damned 
toys lying in the hall, he would never survive. 
As he again attempted to whip the boy, | yank- 
ed the whip from the man’s hand and grabb- 
ed it firmly in both of mine. As! wrapped the 
leather strip around his neck, the boy stared. 
When the man released his final breath, the 
boy lifted the small toy and handed it to me. 
As | attempted to exit the room | fell face first 
into the hallway. 

| awoke on the floor, staring at the toy that 
had tripped me in my hurry to intercept the 
individual which also inhabited the seeming- 
ly vacant house. As | stood in the hallway, the 
laughter became more hideous and increas- 
ingly louder. It was apparently coming from 
the top of the spiral staircase. | approached 
the winding entrance to the second flor, tak: 
ing my time to make sure of my footing: But 
as | ascended the steps into darkness, the 
‘scene changed again. At the top of the stairs 
was a man dressed in shabby clothes, yell- 
ing at 2 person that was not visible to me. He 
shouted something about going to California, 
finding gold, and: getting away from this 
miserable place. Around the corner came a 
woman in avery delicate hoop skirt with lon 
hair streaming down in her face. She a 
toward the miserable looking man as he 
Started toward his descent down the Passage 
way. | could hear her crying and sighing ‘n 


| lay there at the top of the si 
ing in horror at the barren comd 
hear the laughter multiply and bec 
vivid. | now knew where it wi ih 
my Journey lay within the attic. 8 
be able to get in there? | compos 
and quietly paced down the floorls 
which marked the end of my ave 
ched forward prepared for the wor 
at the window behind the sie 
teaching the stairs, | went to thec 
of the room to look at the progress 
storm. But as | peered at the ench 
it disapperared and became 
sky. | turned and saw two gent 
suit coats and impressive top 
which had a handle-bar moust 
ed to their conversation. They me 
this was the big night they woul 
to see again for seventy-1Wo | 
Started to talk about their busine 
had created together and and 
about to buckle under to the ta: 
which had been approve 
Roosevelt. Then the man with the 
stepped back and mentioned 
man that he had insured the busi 
one of them should happen tose 
other man started to run towardl 
the mustache. | couldn't help 
screamed at the other man {0 
He turped around, and as hed 
man tried to stop but skidded 
dol na bright light flasht 
skyNaS*1 stood there staring ° 
wi 

Lightning tlashed across! 
awakened me from my last l 
there at the foot of the stepsi= 
one foot in front of the other: 
a figure which stood in a shroud! 
Aheavy hood covered the mans 
front of him lay two stacks 0 in 
strenuous voice found its Way 















































lost Writings of Jim Morrison, Wilderness, 
ime I (Villiard Books, November, 1988), 214 
yin hardback, $12.95, Jim Morrison 


ysomeone who has not been alive for more 
than 18 years, Jim Morrison continues to re- 
main one of the most popular and widely read 
‘tars today. 
iely few years a new book is wyitten about Jim 
in. The contents of one of the latest books 
Ibs Writings of Jim 























I; was written by 
poe singer! rebel 
, 

mnson's band, The 
released their first 
m in 1967. With 
fools and support 
UA underground 
scene, the success 
debut, containing 
Isingle, Light My [oy 
written, not by = 


{ 
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ight. Leaving behind forever their cult- 


ion— Wilderness MATYAS OA 









Kon, but by Doors guitarist Robby Kreiger— 
pulled the group into the rock and roll 





The Doors went on to become one of the 
bopular American rock bands in rock and 





roll’s relatively brief history 

After the release of LA Woman, the seventh and 
one of the most successful Doors albums, a 
wearied and perhaps disillusioned Morrison an- 
nounced he was leaving the band to take a long 
rest. He then went to live in Paris 

Throughout The Doors successes, Morrison, 
ever the seeker, continued to live closer and closer 
to the edge, occasionally stepping over it. His bla- 
tant substance abuse has been well documented 
in Danny Sugarman’s book, No One Here Gets 
Out Alive, among others. Morrison’s death in Paris 
on July 3, 1971 of a heart attack in his bath was 
undoubtedly contributed to by his overin- 
dulgences in alcohol and in life 

Since his death there have been occasional 
rumors of Morrison having written some of his 
best works ever while living in Paris. Without the 
demands of the product-hungry music business 
Morrison was free to write, a talent which he never 
really had an opportunity to fully develop in his 
short lifetime. If such writings do exist, publica- 
tion of them would sustain the legend which Mor- 
rison has become. 

Whatever respect Morrison has attained as an 
artist is a result of his use of words. From the first 
album, The Doors, to the last album recorded by 
the’ band while Morrison was still living, LA 
Woman, Morrison's lyrics retained impact, im- 
agination, bleakness and sensuality. 

Along with the release of The Lost Writings of 
Jim Morrison arises questions concerning the 


amount of material written by Morrison which ac- 
tually exists. 

In the forward to the book it is stated that its 
contents were compiled from more than sixteen 
hundred pages of notes, notebook pages, and 
diary entries willed by Jim Morrison to his wife 
Pamela Courson. Courson died in 1974. The nights 
to the estate were settled in 1980. Courson’s 
parents, along with Morrison's friends Frank and 
Kathy Lisciandros, compiled the works, taking 
eight years to sort through and decipher the pages. 

The Lost Writings of Jim Morrison has been 
designed with the intention of presenting the 
material as it was originally written by Morrison 
The spacing and placement on the pageare done 
in a way which represents the actual entries made 
by Morrison in his notebooks, diaries, etc. 

The selections represent an extensive range of 
writings, from autobiographical reflections, “to 
often cynical and startling observationsiofdife 

Also included are some. never-before, publish- 
ed photos of Morrison, along with facsimilies of 
actual pages handwritten by Morrison 

Whether or not Morrison intended for all of the 
material in this edition to be published is ques: 
tionable. The inclusion of the more personal en- 
tries does, however, lend insight into the life and 
mind of Jim Morrison. 

In Jim Morrison's own words “'If my poetry aims 
to achieve anything it’s to deliver people from the 
limited ways in'which they see and feel!” 
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ig God (Harper & Row, 1989), 239 pages, cur- 


Havailable only in hardback, $17.95, by Tony 
"man. 


| )stery thrillers should read with suspense 
ik Intrigue, but for Tony Hillerman’s lat- 
jHestTatest foray into the Navajo world, Talk- 
od would be more aptly titled Sleeping God. 
bushiseveral highly respected newspapers 
the country have heaped praise and admi- 
upon’ Hillerman 
S suiliful and) prob. 
Ck into western In- 
Ee HILLERMAN 
re at best when 
ured (0 Hillerman’s fe oan 
peor IALKING GOD 
NVinclude: Skin: A 
1S (Voted best \ 
"Y 0f 1987), 4 Thief 
ures) listening 

and Dance 

Dent Dance Hall 

‘sleeping god’ 
Bis When Catherine Morris Perry receives 
BE Via Federal Express containing the 
Femains of her grandp. ents. Perry is the 



































tion for this fictional work, but not enough thought 





temporary assistant counsel for the Museum of 
Natural History and was given these bones by 
Henry Highhawk, a conservator with the same 
museum who viewed that by digging up these two 
skeletons he could demand the release of the 
skeletal remains of two of his ancestors. A war- 
rant is immediately issued for Highhawk’s 
apprehension 

Meanwhile, Agnes Tsosie, an old Indian woman, 
is told she is dying and nothing can'be done for 
her. However, an ancient Indian ceremony, call- 
ed a Yeibichai, is staged in New Mexico to restore 
Teosie to “harmony and beauty;” and itis here that 
Highhawkis finally arrested by tribal police officer 
Jim Chee 

Seemingly unrelated to the Highhawk case is 
Lieutenant Joe Leaphorn’s investigation into the 
nearby murder of a man whose body has been 
wiped clean of all identification and was found 
near the railroad 

(Talking God’s readers continue past this stage 
of the story, they will eventually discover that 
Highhawkis wanted by more than just the police 
and that the two officers’ investigations are in- 
terestingly more closely related than they first 
believed. 
Hillerman is a portrayer of the natural, realistic 
things that life used to be, and in some ways still 
is: Extensive research was conducted in prepara- 





Was put into the actions and personalities of the 
characters. A murder of a white man near an In. 
dian reservation is a perfect plot for a mystery, but 
only if more white men are involved with the in- 
vestigation. God needs more interaction between 
the white man and the Indians. A\close-working 
relationship between the two customs would 
generate more interest and a deeper love for the 
story because the author is dealing with two dif- 
ferent worlds, one investigating the other, often 
with bitter feelings and) high-running emotions 
spilling over. 

When all is said and done, Talking God reeks 
of Indian terminology which is littered through- 
‘out the book and serves not only to confuse and 
bewilder the reader, but to send them running to 
their “Navajo/English’’ dictionary to find out what 
Hillerman is talking about 

Unless you have an extensive background of 
Navajo lore, or an honest) yearning for Indian 
customs, stay away from Talking God. It is not 
worth the required effort 

Granted, Hillerman’s previous pieces of work 
have been yery methodical and finely detailed, 
but God reads like a rocky, downhill path’ with 
nowhere to run. Maybe some: of Hillerman’s 
readers will be able to forget his latest adventure 
and keep their heads up in anticipation of his next 
“masterpiece.” 
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Autumn Dawn 


Smoke slowly rising 
from chimneys all around us 
Autumn is dawning 


T. Rob Brown 





Millions of years old, 
colorful and shining brag 
the stars in the sky. 

maybe long gone, mays 
their light Keeps compas 


ing early is hard, 
sun shimmers in 

9 ing through the window 

the sky is clear and lovely 





T. Rob Brown T. Rob Brown 








Far East Postcards 
photos by 
Darrell Shearer 
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yet Bobby Brown. F 
Jody Watley. Forget Kyli 
Minogue and Debbie Gib- 
00. 





res no place to dance in 
lin (Sorry Park Place, but no 
jy and to find the beyt pro 
fe and alternative dance 
Youhave to make 
fmicland's 12-inch section or 


melot’s alternative section 





Finithen, it takes some work 
have to take chances and be 
ling to suffer through some 
ipchoices. God knows we can't 
don the radio and the 
errs [rom Rob Base and DJ E 
Rock are wearing thin. Is their 
here to turn? Fear not, beat 


lECOLOSSEUM CRASH (12')/ 
Split Second 


IME HAVE TO DANCE...SOME 
{ TO KILL (12'9/ Thrill Kill 
it 


Trax Records 


dndustrial dunce, factory beat; 
Pst you will, Wax Trax 

ASplit Second and My Life 
Rhithe Thrill Kill Kult have 
ind a formula ond never leave 
for's moment 

pounding aerobic bea 
listril dance are not lost b 
i thaie new to the genre, pic 
B this a'man in his early: twen: 
Bho has lost sight of the ideal 
Wof life, finds a sledgeham: 
H beats it-against the pave 
Bly and adds reverberation 
Herel; imagine banging your 
Hl against a steel pole in one 
tier time. If Rambo dances 
tis what he listens to. L 
for it: It's an experience 














LEVER (12°9/ Red Flag 


ma Records 


epeche = Mode and 
Doullage soundalikes. Need I 
"ae 





y Christopher A. Clark 


FATS Pea Minute 


JIVE PRESENTS ACID HOUSE 
Various Artists 


Jive Records 


They say acid house is dying in 
England, so we should only give 
ft. about 6 months. stateside 
Nevertheless, Jive has assembled 
i 


house music, sticking nearly 40 


an impressive cross secti 





minutes of ska, rap and acid 





house onto a specially priced 
12-inch. Ifyou're into every sound 
a keyboard could possibly make 


{, you're Into acid house 





and ab 


CHILDREN OF THE REVOLU 
TION (12% 

Baby Ford 

Sire Records 


Classic Euro:beat with a Dead or 





Alive feel. There are multiple ver 


sions of the main track, which is 





a given with 12-inch music 
However, unlike most 12-inch 
nly 





vinyl, the versions are notice 
different. Give this guy a chance. 
He Jooks femme, but he means 


STAND UP (12"’)/ Underworld 
Sire Records 


Underworld, the group that 
delivered the seamy "Underneath 
the Radar™ comes back with 
Stand Up,” a. song which has a 
point to make. Find your own 
here, but 


whatever you do, give this vinyl 





political messag 


a listen 


TO THE BATMOBILE, LET'S GO: 
The Todd Terry Project 


Fresh Records 


Todd Terry's Just Wanna Dance 
was the perfect example of a Na 
T club hit. It mised rap with a 
heavier than usual beat. A sort of 
Euro-beat meets Public Enemy 
dance venture. It did reach No. 1 
while laying the pat 
hits off the Project's “To The Bat 
mobile, Let's Ga™ Weekend 
Back to the Beat are favorites. As 
With many dance hits, the song 





h for more 





are sometimes sample-ridden, but 


not enough to hinder the beat 


COUNTERFEIT E.P/ Martin Gore 
Sire Records 


Depeche Mode frontman Mar 
lin Gore gives us mood music te 
puke by on this 6-song ep. Gore 
is not fooling anybody by using 
pretentious lyries and sJow-tempo 
ballad beats to show us his 
vulnerable side. Those expecting 
‘a usual Mode xide-show full of fast 
and furious dance-floor 


decadence need not look here. 


IT'S DEAD, JIM/ Confidential 
All-Stars 


Confidential Records 






This indie label's effort at 
kon Kan, Edelwe 


ie at best funny, but dance 








functional? You betcha, and four 


mixes are provided for your pro- 





StarTrek-rap music eI 





a tough sell at the clubs 
it. Finding thi 
you may have to order it from the 





factory itself 


















New 12” Releases 
DEPECHE MODE 
Personal Jesus 
ERASURE =a z 
Drama! 
LIZA MINELLI 
Driving Me Crazy 


TECHNOTRONIC 


Pump Up the Jam 


Le 












THE CLUB I WENT TO. 
LAST WEEKEND WAS 
PLAYING. . . 






Vanishing PoinUNew Order. — 
Don't ask me where the DJ 
picked up the 12-Inch for this 
one. The third track on side 
two of N.O’s “Trehnique” is 
nowhere to be found. Its got 
to be op import. . Count 2 
Ten and Pray/Dead or Alive. 
= Definitely must have have 
been an in-house mix of this 
first track from DOA‘ 
>Nude™ LP; because finding 
this 12-inch fs also not prow 
ing fruitful. ~ .Deep In 
Vogue/Malcom Mclaren. . - 
supposedly a tribute to New 
York house music. I call it a 
tribute to Sominex. _ “Pretty 
Boys and Pretty Girls/Book of 
Love. . -A'club staple, but do 
the bi-sexuals get the point? 

-and what would a club be 
if U didivt spin Behind the 
Wheel=Route 66 by 
Depeche Mode? Different, 
that's what. . Driving Me 
Gazy/liza Minelli. . Produc 
eal by the Pet Shop Boys, this 
4 a most unlikely, but likable 
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My Gallery 





Throu 





Each meant to me 


Still my collection 
Is not comple 
There’s yet room 
F 


For many more to meet 


ntinue my qu 





For the perfect f 
With a mind to 
Match with perfe 









Although for now 
T must strive 

I will find the or 

That will be my prize z 


Angela Brasfield 





‘How to Water a Plant Marty R 


Untitled 


Gray hair 
Wrinkled brow 

The weight of fomily 
Tiresome 

Yet rejuvenaling 
Moments shared 
Twinkle in an eye 
Raised eyebrow 

Flick of a finger 
Spoken words, unneces 
Repitoire 

Cards of life 

Falling away 

Hearts 
Diamonds 
Clubs 
Spade 











ae Com’ere Ja 


Misaligned Motion” Mike L. Mallory 
g i Mallory Will a Jill do 
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rugs suck, as the title 
of the song from Steve 
Jones’ first solo effort, 
Mercy proclaims. 
Steve Jones used to do 
tugs Steve Jones doesn't do 
drugs anymore. Jones’ ex: 
ind-mate Sid Vicious used 
to do drugs too. Sid Vicious 
WWoesn’t do drugs anymore. 
id Vicious is dead. Steve 
nes is alive and kicking 
Punk Rock— never really 
jore than a fashion state- 
ent in the United States— 
a kick to the music 
blishment and record in- 
ustry. Jones’ band, The Sex 
istols were the kicker. Steve 
Ines wore the boots with 
fe biggest heels, standing 
llabove other guitarists of 
he punk generation 


With record labels seeing 
dollar signs, new bands were 
added to their rosters, and a 
new generation of rockers 
looking for direction, asense 
of what this punk music was 
about, had Steve Jones’ 
Buitar-sonics to look to as an 
example 

Punk rock conjures up im- 
ages of purple and orange 
hair, safety pins, and spit. 
Steve Jones somehow 
doesn't seem to fit the 
stereotypical punk image. 
His post-Pistols music can’t 
really be considered punk 
rock. 

With the image con- 
ciousness of the MTV 
generation, Steve Jones is 
making an effort to just be 
himself with his music and 


Never mind the ballads, here's music 


Steve Jones 


with his videos. 

On his latest effort, Fire 
and Gasoline, Jones is either 
burning, or burning out, 
searching for fuel to ignite 
his fire. 

Included in this set is the 
Pistols song, “I Did U No 
Wrongs with assistance on 
vocals offered by W. Axl 
Rose, lead vocal man for 
Guns-n-Roses, and lan 
Astbury from The Cult. Nikki 
Sixx of Motley Crue shares 
songwriting credit on the 
lyrically, directionless cut, 
‘We're Not Saints:” 

Atitle considered by Jones 
for this album was, Never 
Mind The Ballads, an allu- 
sion to the Pistols album ti- 
tle, Never Mind The 
Bullocks. Throughout the 11 


Prose and Poetry 





songs on the recording, the 
pace never lets up, allowing 
Jones to execute his own 
brand) of generic 
rock/metal/head-banging 
fretwork 

“Freedom Fighter;’ the 
first video release is receiv- 
ing moderate airplay on the 
music television channel 

Listening to this song, with 
the chorus—I'm a freedom 
fighter here | come/ I'm a 
Human racer watch me run/ 
I'm a pain reliever! I'm a firm 
believer) I'm a freedom 
fighter/ Here | come—could 
make one wonder what 
Jones is fighting for: freedom 
of self-expression, freedom 
from drugs, freedom of 
religious conviction, or 
freedom to make a buck in 


the rock biz 

A song is just a song, and 
its words— merely wheels 
on which to get the song 
rolling. To take any artists’ 
words to mean more than 
expression of a brief mo- 
ment in their creativity— 
more than the wards mean 
to the artists themselves— is 
to limit the enjoyment of the 
music 

Steve -Jones’ new album 
Fire and Gasoline, unlike his 
first solo effort, Mercy, makes 
exclusive use of the guitar on 
every cut. There are no 
keyboards on any of the 
tracks. The songs are less in- 
trospective, more rocking. 

Steve Jones doesn’t do 
drugs, but he could have a 
hit with Fire and Gasoline 





Mike L. Mallory 





Che Grand Old Cree 


A Memorial to Victoria Scott 
by Kenneth Henson 






A leaf fell from the tree today. It floated gracefully to the 
found. It was not the first that has fallen from this grand old 
Ire, as the tree has survived for many years. As the years pro- 
Bress, leaves are always being produced. But unfortunately, 
every now and then a leaf has (0 fall to make room for the new 
ones. When a leaf falls, ihe tree never forgets even one leaf in 
all of its history. To remember, the tree places a scar where the 
leaf was. Each leaf is important to the tree. No, it is not perfect, 
aS Some of the leaves are blighted or damaged. To the tree that 
loesn't matter as it takes all of the leaves to make the tree 
Fomplete i : 
The tree from which I speak is a grand old tree. It has a rich 
leritage. It also has a few twisted limbs on it, but top the tree 
hat just gives it character. 1am proud to be a leaf on this tree, 
aS itis my family tree, which will grow and grow from here to 
‘lemity. 


Goodbye Eighties 


What a wild age we live in 
Man-made birds break the sky 

We survived the dark of outer spoce 
But get a kiss and then you die 


Man-made bombs of anger and atoms 
Ring the Sunday morning bell 

Some mad brother’s endless quest 
To\burn the earth into a hell 


Angels sing onto the airwaves 
Getting high is all the rage 

“Religion feeds on dollar bills” 
Screams the Sunday morning sage 


Heroes fallen to the dust 
Phoenix rises from the flame 
When mad houses are a must 
We sit back and enjoy the game 


Greg Hoover 
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MONSTER TRUCK! 




















by Bob 
sband and 










done final 





W: (ring propellers and the 3 dual demor 
ine of jet turbi nes, the and Jackie M 
east Kansas Airsh hed wife fying team, 1 





or about 30 feet. The 


sight, leaping 10 





q aivcral t el. screaming and cheering, while 








‘ Kled underithe weight of der 
Jonte Carlo, which was sandwiched bet 
r three large jet 





yed several huge 
» before he 






d on end, the truck would accel. 
f vie ng grvard at a rate of nearly three G's 
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SHOCK WAME! 












PHOTOS BY 
MARK ANCELL 






ESSAY BY 
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The Walls Have Ears 


Continued from page 4 


Ing range. The figure mumbled,“You have 
made decisions that will affect the world, for 
you have been put to the test. You are not 
Teady to die, you are good. You came into my 
residence tonight and burned several 
Papers,” 

"'m sorry. | didn't know anybody lived 
here.” 

“No, you injured the house when you bum- 
ed those documents because it didn't know 
its history anymore, nor did it have anything 
to let people know of its history, That's why 
you were tested. You were in charge of the 
shape of this house's outcome. But now the 
choices you have made altered the house's 
destiny and for that it thanks you. No longer 
will it be shrouded In darkness due to its dark 
history. No, now it can be proud of its in- 
habitants. Once the papers were burned, the 
house called for me to reinstate its history. 
Since you ended its life, you were in charge 
of making it remember what happened. If it 
was changed for the worse, you would have. 
died.” 

“Who are you?" 

“lam Destiny, | am Death.” 

Suddenly | woke up in front of aresidence 
which was beautiful. Children ran and played 
around the building. The house no longer 
Seemed to be so ancient and removed from 
society. It seemed like it belonged. Now, it 
seemed happy. As | walked down the path in 
front of it, | saw a black figure rise from the 
home. As | turned away, I heard a voice rum- 
ble softly and quietly, “Thank you."' I'll never 
forget that old house with a past that listen- 
ed to me, and I'll never forget the day when 
| was smiled upon by Death. 





Suicide: S°* 


The 
Final 


Solution 


Bryan Brown 









vicide is an alternative to life that one 


pain and suffer 
family and fri 


To The 


Spirit 


(prose by Charles Stephens) 


To the spirit of the chimes on top 
of a tall building. that every one 
knows with music that it so 
beautifully plays all day. 

I wonder how many people that 
hears the music if they know of 
your story and the love that you 
looked for. You thought you had 
found it but. It was untrue 

You refused to stop looking for 
true love even with the heart ache 
you had. You look so long for it 
but. die before you could find it 


Before you die you gave your soul 


and though it was found but. It was 


and spirit to the chimes because 
you loved the beauty of life and 
music 

At the time you didn’t know you 
was coming to America. 

As I sit in my room and wonder 
about your story and hear your 


music. I think of my search forlove 





untrue also, 
I wonder at times If it will everbe 
found before this person dies. 
1 also refuse to stop looking for 


It “true love 


Two ls For You: 


And Me (To Toni) — 


an essay by Bryan Brown iA 
4 


wo iS a fabulous 

number. It describes 

love’ so. well, or. at 
least my affection for you. we 
been Given two feet that can 
walk this world) But they 
would prefer to walk So that | 
Could’ see your shim 
Beauty for a prized moment 
Ive been given two eyes that 


Ou I've. bsen given two 

NGS thet Can work till cal 
lused and bistered) But they 
WOuld prefer the Chance 1% 
touch’ the’ softness of your 


‘Omes severe, the vic- 
or her own life. 


hings as parental in- 
have stabbed their 


so burdensome that 
ton is to stop the 


ludes the feelings of 


she should commit such an act. If ont 
cs when one sees no resolution to his suicide one regarded as selfish by hess 

ler problems. Depression is a symp- who didn’t often take enough time toca 
tom which indicates suicidial tendencies Depres- subject's feelings and the depression 
ston is a result of rejection, isolation, or abandon- 
ment: When depression bec 


i ny Choose to take his 
uicide is a decision that includes man hours 
of contemplation. The suicidial victim deems 
and analyzes the pros and Cons of his or her life. 
ihe victim evaluates such 1 
sults, poor grades, an unfulfilled relati i] 
cruel, foolish remarks that tabbed hy 
learts. Cruelty is painful. The victi 
fusely inside until the Pain is eee ee 
the only perceivable soluti 
bleeding by stopping the Pain. 
Suicide sometimes incl 
others. The subject wonders if his or her personal 
ing Is Breater than that of his or her 
ends. The victim wonders if he or 


Victim experienced, cae 

The act itself is what stops most! 5 
feach a point where they ask if dying is 
living. Those who decide that 
Preferable face the scary part. They! 
on their method of execution, They) 





4 
i 








hands for a precious) mo 
ment. I've been given’ two, 
arms that can lift and cany,the! 
burdens of the word) Butithey 
would much rather be alowed) 
to caress you for one tender 
moment live been given two: 
ars that can hear the’ harsh) 
words of the world. (Bares 
would choose a_ brie 
Counter with the melodious: 
endeavors of your voice) (0) 
this I've been given two)lps’ 
that can bare words off 
distress and pain. But they) 
Would much rather wait for the? 
Qlorious day when they Wile! 
given the chance’ to say 7 
love you" and meet yours. 









yin 





Empty House 


Tcome upon an empty house 
lonely and quiet, no child at play 
Dork ond White, a sound not made 
[looked upon the emply house 

Trees stood, like a lonely past 

Only cracking point, and broken glass 
stood before an empty house 
Noked from a feeling of love 

In vacant loft, nested a dove 

Tlwolked away from an empty house 
Seeking not, Yet finding a road 
Leaving behind an emply rogue 





John G. Dill 


Summer Song 


Children singing through a fan, 
Hide-go-seek and kick the can 
Air conditioner’s sleepy hum 
Wrigley’s spearmint chewing gum 
Summer her sweet magic weaves 
Ih the shade of emerald leaves 


Basking in the golden sun, 
Hitting a grand-slam home run. 
Swimming lessons in the park, 
Bedtime comes before dark. 


When summer's magic comes to mind, 


The sweetest spell that there you'll find 


Fls'in the light of fireflies 
Reflected in the children's eves 


Myleah Denman 












Mark Ancell 


Poor Judgement 


There was 0 time of laughter 

ond thot was all we ever used. 
We played like mad children 

and giggled at the news 


But now is the time of staunch 
we will never play in the rain 
Watch us crush our lovers 

as we try fo avoid our pain 





We won't slow down. 


Marte! Edward Tignor 
The Trial of Mr. Rose 


Mr. Rose slept in his chair. 

Mrs. Rose found him there. 

He then awoke from his nap. 

She then handed him his cap. 

Off to the forest he did run. 

So that he could return with the sun. 

His gun in one hand, axe in the other 
He ran down the road to find his brother. 
He found him there at the door. 

Laying face down on the floor 


They hauled him off to the jail, 
Put him in and posted no bail 

He said to the judge, “I did not do it!” 

The judge then said, “Sit down and 17 see right to it!” 

They say I did it of a quarter of two 

I don't believe it do I? do you? 

I wasn't awake ‘till a quarter of three 

Yet you want my neck up in a tree? 

Mrs. Rose didn't vouch for him, she had committed a terrible sin, 
For when you are asleep your wife can go and come back again 


Daniel Spain 


Where Do They Go? 


Rest your weary head, child: 
for now the world seems mild 

As I look into your angel-like eyes, 
Trealize that time does fly; 

That yesterday wasn't so far away 
And it's timello let you go today 

and let you set seal for days ahead. 

T wish you would stay here, instead, 

in your loving family’s arms, 

where we know there is no harm, 

Try to remember ustin'thé doy$ ahead, 
But for now rest your weary head 


Bryan Brown 





“The Cat's Pajamas” Mike L. Mallory Avalon/13 








Dhotos By 


‘ Asiao-hur Lin 
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Doomsday Virtues 





Faith, hi 
Now abide these thr 
But charity 
And hope t at sea 
Confusion 
The grip of fe 
And s 
Echo through the night 

The wounds are deep in ev'ry soul 





death, faith doomed, 









5 throughout the land, 
is tight 


nl screams from ev'ry sou 





But none can feel the pain 
The heavens weep continually 
But none can stop the rain 
Faith, h 
Now abide these thre 
But charity is death 
And hope is lost ot sea 





and charity 








aith doomed 


Myleah Denman 








Those Who Wait 


ver mowed 


John G. Dill 







‘Negative Reaction” T. Rob Brown 


Untitled 


Their si 
The laughter 

Of youth 

Flies no more, from wrinkled lips 
Wisdom 


Cann: 






From unintell 








{ and pres 





N 
Love and forgiveness 


eholden 


er given 





Kenneth J. Paylor 

































This World Is Unjust 


ui softly falls from the 


As another man quietly dies 





As one man is killed 


One man reaches the plateau 


The man who is killed 
He has been bill 





As “The All-American Male 


As the other lies rotting in ja 


The good men are dead 


nd the evil men are bred. 





Th 


world is unjust 





Bryan Brown 









of his hill, 
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hroughout these ages | have 


| been known by many diverse 

names. | have been feared by fools and 
searched after by madmen. | have been— since 
the clock’s first winding— | have been 

lam the essence of time. The years of a lifetime 
can be felt in my visage. Within the passing of a 
shattered second | can show you the days of your 
elernity. 

Blood is the vehicle of my entrapment. Once 
1am in your veins, | am in your innermost being. 
You become me= |, you 

1 am fearful of no mortal wound. | cannot, 
myself, bleed. | can, however, evaporate from 
thirst for that which flows freely through your 
veins. 

Blood is my Avatar. You, my fulfillment 

No man-made structure can confine my 
countenance. Walls of the strongest iron cannot 
impede my intrusion. The world without— the 
world within— | am everywhere. | know your 
name. | know the exact minute and hour of your 
demise. 

{am frightened by no vision entertained unto 
man. No light, no enlightened being can keep 
from me that to which | am borne. 

Although | have received no proper invitation, 
1am, nonetheless, present at your masquerade. 
Please allow me to comment on the magnificence 





short fiction by 
Mike L. Mallory 





_ Blood is the vehicle — 
of my entrapment, 


I Advance Mas : 


- Once I am in your veins 





of your divine palace. Of the seven imperial suites, 
the westernmost is especially to my liking 

lf | may be so bold— your taste in decor is even- 
ly matched by your choice of company. It is a 
rather grotesque crowd you have assembled to 
masquerade as tempters of fate. 

Although my name did not appear on your list 
of invited friends, you were most certain of my 
ultimate arrival, certain of your own immenent 
departure, a postponement from which you surely 
know cannot be secured 

But do not feel alone in your destiny, my friend, 
Those gathered with you here on this eve shall 
most certainly join you in your celebration. The 
hour of their mortality is also at hand. 

The design of this chamber of merriment is most 
clever, the likeness of which | have known, but 
never seen built to such extravagance. However, 
of the seven rooms, only one, the one adorned 
with the colors of my delight, is useful for my 
purpose 

The six remaining rooms, including their oc- 
cupants along with the good, bad, just, and un- 
just prevailing within their borders contain the full 
spectrum of illumination. From the brightest hue 
to the dimmest saturation. Every dimension of 
light, every shadow of darkness is represented in 
the dreams of their inhabitants. 

As the clock, that unwavering symbol of preci- 


Edgar Allen Poe's The Masque of The Red 


Death takes on a new 


light—as seen by The 


Red Death itself. 
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sion, struggles to remember what hour isa 
the revelers who have accompanied you 
meditation, embracing every dying second/® 
sure if another hour awaits them= ~ 


Not chronologically, but clockwise. 

The clock, a mere fixture of convenient 
ultimately the tool of their undoing. Whet! 
pendulum comes to its final halt, unmovitl 
their eyes, the hour of their arrival will be 
them 

My presense among your fantasies has 
undetected until this opportune moment 
clock’s song announcing my arrival reve! 
in aural splendor, all masks are harden te 
ty becomes illusion, falsity reveals the pin! d 
truth, feat 

You cannot fight me: Your weapons 0102503 
powerless against my wrath, All attempts 2 
ning my acceptance with mere words O13 
tion shall be met with obstinance. 

The names used to personify my bela 
litle consequence. Call me Red Dealh Bi 
Natre, natural in glory. My appearances ry 
My action succinct. It is your name which? 
holds impor 

(advance masked 

| seize all. 








The Ballad of Lige Pash 





He was every inch of six feet four; 

in knee-high galoshes, his frame filled the door 
when he entered the Dew Drop Inn 
Frost-bitten ears, red eyes oozing tears, 

tobacco stains in the cracks of his chin, 

fot moist lips, blotched, ruddy cheeks, 

his eyelids had scarcely a lash 

I placed him at sixty, 

a)huge make of a man 

that everyone knew as Lige Pash 

A team of work horses, both of ‘em white, 

one he rode when it rained, 

While we never knew why, 

he seemed a bit shy 

or like somebody nursin’ his pain 

Some said he had a place, a farm of his own— 





But he looked really poor, dirt poor to me, 
yet people liked him no less. 





with'a stench as bad as his breath. 

A\brown paper sack was his usual pack 

for the bottles he took from the “Inn.” 
He'd'come rain or shine for whiskey or wine 
"whenever his store wore thin 

He looked as tough as Aldy or Zeke 

‘and his Osh-Kosh didn’t cover “im all; 

but not one to curse, and in spite of his size, 
he never mixed in a brawl. 

Lige walked very fast, 

We'd look up when he passed 

aihis eyes— they were glassy blue; 

"but his bills were paid up 

“with the town butcher's shop 

and the men all gave him his due. 





















“Wsaw Lige Pash leavin’ town 

‘Knee-high galoshes, a sack ‘neath his arm, 
He rode up the hill all alone 

Uge was always alone 

Alhuge figure on his big horse 

‘facin' the wind and the cold, 

“Tidin’ alone, headed home 


Dr. Vernon L. Peterson 


_ I{don't know — just south of the gravel road, west. 


Lige went it alone and he lived alone too, I guess; 
and with booze on his clothes, they reeked, heaven knows 


| One winter evening when it was startin’ to snow, 


Binding Ties 


It seems like only yesterday. 

That we were just two kids at play, 
Back then life was a simple thing— 

A game to play. a song to sing 

But soon our lives began to change— 
Familiar things turned into strange: 
Now in our search for something more 
We find ourselves on seprate shores. 


But though we wander far and wide. 
Someday Il find you at'my side 
Then we will renew the old— 

For some friendships are silver — 
But ours is gold. 


Myleah Denman 


The Adventurer 


The times have changed 
The leaves have turned 

Alll things are different 
Then you have learned 


Up is down 

Black ts white 
Night is day 

And day is night 


The winds have blown 

And changed their course 
Histories voice 

Is old and hoarse 


The dawn of a new age 
Is coming at last 

Lift up the sails 
To the top of the mast 


Sail up front 

On the perch of the bow 
The wind is behind us 

The adventure is now 


Greg Hoover 


FOR TRUDY 


Loughter 
Smiles 

From pouting lips 
Hands on hips 
Tossing curls 

Rich 

In the ways of joy 
Sweet aroma 

Of life 

Spitfire 

Tempering her love 
With searing tongue 
Understanding 
Power 


Kenneth J. Paylor 


SOUTHBOUND SATELLITE 


Going to go to town 

and turn off all the lights 
semaphore signals 

from a Southbound Satellite 


Going to paint the streets red 
carrying a flag of white 
sending a message to 

@ Southbound Satellite 


‘Stuck in transit 
station turn around 
transmit to the planet 
transmit underground 


Sending a message to 
@ Southbound Satellite 
East meets West 
two ideals devide 


Rockets to Russia 
making friends in space 
star wars fo hush us 
crushed by false hate 


Sending a message to 
a Southbound Satellite 
East greets West 

two worlds collide 


Going to cruise downtown USSA 
missle launch LAAZ rocket 

going to rock it to space 

going to annihilate hate 


‘Stuck in transit 
nation turn around 
transmit to the station 
transmit ultrasound 


Going to paint the streets red 
carrying a flag of white 
semaphore signals 

to a Southbound Satellite 


Falling to the ground 
is a Southbound Satellite 


Mike L. Mallory 
7-24-89 
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Long Ago and Far Away Life’s Lesson 
Bese hey I soy hfe lis learning to love 

Ing and 3 roaring lion. ! am poured out tke water ‘ on 
‘and all my bones are out of joint: my heart is ike and you say ‘tis nothing but survival 


wax; it is melted in the midst of my bowels My iiss 
strength is dried up ike a potsherd; and my tongue tell me how we can survive if we share our smiles. 

cleaveth to my jaws; and thou hast brought me into And tell me how destroying our “enemy” will bring 

the dust of death.” (Psalms 22:13-15) brighter days, Meaning of—love 


for if we knew to truly love, there'd be no 


Long ago and far away 
two small children went out to play 


when a strange sight caught their eyes 
Theres onithe iesterat horton | Brigh!|cs/alsunnce taal Edward \Tignor, 


enemy in the first place 


Long ago, in a far away land 
strange fire burned the desert sand 
mothers cradled their children os they cried 


they huddled together and wept and died flag-bur ° taking more time 
nin g relief from taxation 


Long ago and far away 
two small children went out to ploy l os 
their laughter shall never again be heard S aying 


for Earth was as dry as a potsherd 


Long ago and far away shooting 


Who, for this atrocity, will pay 


for so much has been lost INVestigation 


in this foolish game of nuclear holocaust 


John L. Ford a ortion 
oes fugitive 
Pages tse Ae, Tax Court 


I saw the people move towards their goal 


: 
because they sow what was ahead racism 


Together with the honor of the knight 

they turned against the opressors to fight Scam 
because they almost came to the end 9 

The Bay of Pigs trial 


Adolf Hitler 


Lament over Vietnam Credibility 


But they saw that they were stronger 


wanted war to last no longer : 
‘and they all walked hand in hand. 


‘ 
Marte! Edward Tignor War’ 





( 
I read the news today” 
ae Mike L. Mallory 


Summer's green leaves spinning on furrows of time. 

They walked down along the road bed. Drifting 

Autumn's Earth harvest turns the rich color. brown 

They fall and whisper through wind-fingers of russet and gold 
Making dark mosaic sun and sky prints 


T. Rob Brown 
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Open your eyes and listen to the Iaughter, 


Grief Chief 


Grief Chief 
smoking peace pipe 
disbelief by society 


living of life—tomorrow 
loving of life—tomorrow 





Next week— weakness 

promises featured in a doydres 
sensory — scenery —green eyes 
Loving of life—tomorow 












Grief Chief 


of dreams 


Meaning of love 
living of life—tomorow 
loving of life —tomorrow 


Mike L. Mallory 


Goodbye 


Goodbye, my hopes; 
For I know not, how fo cope) 
Goodbye, my dreams) 
For I know not how | should 
Goodbye, my love; 

For you left like a dove 
Goodbye, my friend: 

For this just con not mend. 
To tomorrow I say goodbye, 
and also to you I'say 4 





Bryan Brown 


7-26-89 
Beauty? 


Standing in the piercing presence of your 


Istand speechless and alone 

Knowing full how elusive beauty can be? 
Thinking of how misleading a disguise ©an 
Wondering why deceit caresses your bods) 


NS 


Martel Edward Tignor ¥ 


The Sleeper 


Deep. within the eye of my mind 
I feel, a lifting of some kind 


©. the day to live again, only to fall cway 
To seek, the fun and love, | may 


Only to seek below, once more 
Deep within the mind's closed door 





John G. Dill 


Untitled 


The old 

Bestowing knowledge 
Exaggerated stories 

On the young 

Heritage 

Of days gone by 

Tired 

Worn from the work of ages 
The heart that has loved 
Gives way 

Leaving — 

Precious memories 
Cought up in the hearts 
And minds 

Of those who cherish 
Goodbye. 

Grand-Dad 


Kenneth J. Paylor 


STUDENT 


Teacher, teacher | declare 

I don't seem to get nowhere 

I can't read and | can't write 
though I've studied day and night’ 
How can I learn to survive 

when you don’t know that J'm olive? 
How can J learn to appreciate 

the things in life beyond my gate? 
If can't learn to hear to spell 
con't you see, can't you tell, 

‘or do I just stand here and yell? 
That I'm not smart just all alone 
it's with your help I'll carry on; 

If I could even figures lob 

I could go out and get a job; 


Thomas A. Shaffer 


“A Wizard" by T. Rob Brown 


Old Trails 


The woodlands dark and deep 
Like a twilight’s sleep, 


Musky leaves, tall slender pines 
air, like lonely pines 


Walk a trail of thousands before; 
Seeking life’s only door 


John G. Dill 


TEACHER 


Student, student, I can teach 
but you've got listen. got to reach 

for a star somewhere in life 

if you plan to take a wife; 

She will be there by your side 

wouldn't you rather it be with pride 
thot her man does something well 

thon just sit, drink beer and smell, 

Thot something done can please her so. 
if youre not learned she may just go 
off with someone else she sees 

‘and leave you there upon your knees 
so don't just sit and wait to heor 

look at books, use your ear 

to hear, really hear what's being scid, 
don't let it pass right through your head. 


Thomas A. Shoffer 
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